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The common soul, of Heav'n's more frugal make
Serves but to keep fools pert, and knaves awake:
A drowsy watchman, that just gives a knock.
And breaks our rest, to tell us what's o'clock.
Yet by some object ev'ry brain is stirred ;
The dull may waken to a humming-bird;
The most recluse, discreetly opened, find
Congenial matter in the cockle-kind;
The mind, in metaphysics at a loss.
May wander in a wilderness of moss ;
The head that turns at super-lunar things,
Poised with a tail, may steer on Wilkins' wings,
" 0 ! would the sons of men once think their eyes
And reason giv'n them but to study flies !
See Nature in some partial narrow shape,
And let the Author of the whole escape :
Learn but to trifle, or, who most observe,
To wonder at their Maker, not to serve I "
" Be that my task " (replies a gloomy clerk,
Sworn foe to mystery, yet divinely dark ;
Whose pious hope aspires to see the day
When moral evidence shall quite decay,
And damns implicit faith, and holy lies,
Prompt to impose, and fond to dogmatise :)
" Let others creep by timid steps, and slow,
On plain experience lay foundations low,
By common sense to common knowledge bred,
And last, to Nature's cause through Nature led
All-seeing in thy mists, we want no guide,,
Mother of arrogance, and source of pride !